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(Continued from our last.) 


“ENDEAVOUR to swallow a few 
more drops of this reviving cordial, my 
dear woman,”’ said I, at the same time 
placing my hand under her enfeeblec 
head, and offering the precious balsam 
to her parched lips. She pressed my 
hand between her cold clammy ones, 
and endeavoured to speak, but the words 
expired upon her tongue; and finding 
the power of articulation denied her, 
she burst into a flood of tears. This 
proof of restored sense gave me secret 
satisfaction ; in less than ten minutes 
the apothecary arrived, “ Sir,” said I, 
“ you behold an unfortunate young 
* Woman, with whose disease I am whol- 
ly unacquainted, but I have reason to 
think it proceeds from extreme pover- 
ty; in short, I know that since the 
morning she has had no other nourish- 


Chance, or perhaps Divine Providence, 
tonducted me into an adjoining rooni, 
her groans awakened my humanity,and 
I found her, I may say, apparently ex- 
piring from want. I intreat you to ex 
@rt your skill to restore her, and readily 
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ment than what a spring produces. |} 


{ 








is———_—, I am a neat relation of 
Mr. Maxwell, of Kirkcudbright, whose 
extensive cohnettions render him uni- 
versally known.” 

You are my brother, sir,by the ties 
of nature,” repiied the humane disciple 
of sculapius, ‘* and this unfortunate 
young woman, my sister, by the same 
bond ; do not, therefore, suppose | re- 
quire any other inducement to perform 
a good action; to the name of your tum- 
ily however, I am no stranger: und 
with your respected relation | am per- 
fectly acquainted.” Then feeling the 
pulse of the poor invalid, he added,“ L 
believe you judged rightly, as to the 
cause of this young creature’s disease ; 
but we must act with great preeaution, 
both as to the quantity and quality of 
her food ; at present I should auvise 
only a Little mulled wine and water 
with a little Naples biscuit soaked in it ” 
Then glancing his eye round the room, 
or rather closet, he exclaimed, “« But 
what a misetable hole is this! the a 
air she breathes is contaminated, for 
actually do not behold an aperture for 
pure air.” 

«“ Oh, but there isa window, doctor,” 
said Peggy, pointing to one pane of 


glass, so high as not to be discernable, 


unless it had been remarked to us 5 and 
which was fixed into the wall without 
hinges, aid therefore could never have 


_ thall I reward your trouble, My name | been opened. “ A windew, indeed 4° 




















290 NEW-YORK WEEKLY MUSEUM. 





ieee 





= 


Tepeated the doctor ; I tell you, girl, 
itisa peep-hvle, for the poor creature 
merely to discover the extent of her 
forlorn situation : your master and 1his- 
tress ought to blush at putting a poor 
dying fellow-creature into such an infer- 
nal den! Why it is as bad as the black 
hole at Calcutta; go and tell your mis- 
tress she must order a better apartment.” 

The girl returned in a few minutes, 
lighting the now obsequious landlady, 
who dropping Mr. Maurice, (which 
Was the apothecary’s name,) two sepa- 
rate curtsies, squeezed herself between 
us, and approached the invalid, saying 
“ Well, my dear, how do you find your- 
self? I have been so busy I had not 
time to come up stairs; but I hope, my 
dear, you liked the bit of chicken I sent 
you ; | am sure it was fit for a duchess.” 

“ I have seen no one, nor tasted a bit 
of chicken ; indeed I have had nothing 
all day, but a drop of cold water,” re- 
plied the unfortunate sufferer, in a fee- 
ble voice. “ Aye! her poor dear head 
is still wandering, doc'or,’’ said the art- 
ful hypocrite; “ Why, Peggy, you 
brought the chicken yourself ”’—* No, 
ma’am, ; I heard nothing at all about it,”’ 
replied the igenuous girl. 

“ You heard nothing at all about it, 
you saucy minx !” exclaimed the enrag’d 
landlady, darting a look of fury at the 
girl ; well then,it was Susan, or Sally, or 
Betty, orsomeof ye; for 1 knowsI cut 
off a liver wing.”—“ Yes, and put it 
on your own plate then,’ mutter- 
cdthe girl,ina tone loud enough for me 
tohear. The prudent landlady thought 
it best to drop the subject of the chick- 
pn, and, turning to Mr Maurice, said, 
“ Do you think, doctor, the poor thing 
is able tobe moved? I amcertain and 
sure, if I thought she could have vorne 
it, she should not have laid in this little 
bit of a room; though, for the matter 
of that. it is very comfortable, only ra- 
ther too small.” 

“ Comfortable !” repeated the doctor, 
yf so you, may call a pig-stye ;, though 


you would not easily persuade others to’ 


ybe of that.opinion ; for my part, I only 
wonder anaes Dat been. moyed off by 
the fleas and-bugs : but.come,, good. wo- 
many show t 


you intend putting this unfortunate | 


creature in.” 


at gentleman the apartment 





High as was the natural spirit of the 
landlady, yet it was evident, where in- 
terest was at stake, she could command 
it; and dropping another low curtsey, 
she begged my honour’s honour would 
be pleased to follow her, when, throw- 
ing open the door of an opposite cham- 
ber, she requested to know whether it 
met with my furbation. Having in- 
quired whether the bed had been re- 
cently slept in, and satisfied myself that 
it was well-aired, I ordered a pan of 
coals to be passed through it, and then 
desired Peggy to wrap a blanket round 
the invalid, when Mr. Maurice and my- 
self conveyed her into what must have 
appeared a princely chamber; whilst 
the now officious landlady took leave, to 
make the mulled wine and water. Be- 
fore I parted from the grateful sufferer, 
I slipped a seven shilling piece into 
Peggy’s hand, charging her not to leave 
the poor creature during the whole of 
the night, and promising a still farther 
recompence, if she added tenderness to 
her attentions. 

The humane Mr. Maurice had, in 
the mean time, sent a prescription for 
some medicines; after which we re- 
mained near an hour together, expres- 
sing our sentiments both of the host 
and hostess, and each feeling a warm 
degree of interest in the fate of the un- 
fortunate invalid. The softness of het 
hand, and the delicacy of her complex- 
ion, convinced us both that she was not 
born to poverty or distress ; and the 


uttered, were couched in elegant lan- 
guage ; yet, as the landlord had seem- 
edaverse to repeating the little he 
knew of her, I determined not to make 
any further inquiries, but retired to my 
chamber, delighted at having had an 
opportunity of relieving her distress. 
The next morning I had the pleasure of 
hearing, from Peggy, that the object of 
my solicitude had slept very well, and 
appeared so much refreshed by it, that 
she seemed like a new created being: 
» As I had invited Mr, Maurice t@ 
breakfast with. me, he arrived about 
half past nine o’clock ; having first vis 








derfully better. than he expected; 4 
| circumstance which confirmed us 1 


few words of gratitude which she had | 


ited his patient, whom he found won — 
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. Tied her the preceding night ; her eyes 
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the opinion, that actual want had been 
the principal cause of her complaint. 
After conversing near an hour and a! 
half upon different topics, the humane | 
Mr. Maurice rose to take leave, but I | 
requested him to accompany me into 
the chamber of the invalid, having firsi | 
desired Peggy to inform her I wished 
to make inquiries after her health. 
Upon entering the apartment, we 
found the poor sufferer supported by 
pillows; but every feature had acquir- 
edan astonishing degree of animation 
since the preceding evening. Oh, 
my benefactor!” she exclaimed, as I 
entered, “ in what words shall I convey 
my thanks ?—You have saved a hap- | 
less wretch f'om destruction; you have | 
not only suatched me from the jaws of 
death, but by your unmerited kindness, | 
have taugh* me to believe I was not | 
totally forsaken By the Great Author of | 
my existence.” —Observing large drops , 
of affliction streaming from her eye- | 
lids, | imploied her not to agitate her! 
feelings, assuring her, that, by reliev-' 
ing the woes of others, I procured a’ 
large portion of gratification to myself. | 
Mr. Maurice laid his injunctions upon 
her, not to fatigue herself by convers- | 
ing; and as she expressed a wish of| 
relating her history to us, we promised | 
we would hear it on the following morn-, 
ing. 
Although it interfered with my plans, ! 
to remain an unoccupied traveller, even 
for twenty-four hours, yet I had enter. 
€1 too deeply into the affairs of the un- | 
fortunate stranger, not to feel a degree | 
of interest in her fate; and as Mr.' 
Maurice assured me she would be able. 
torelate her history on the following 
Morning, without injuring her health, I 
determined to remain at the George on | 
that day, and pursue my journey the | 
following one. | 
_ The female, who had so warmly ex- | 
cited my humanity, appeared about 
twenty-two years of age; her person 
was rather below the middle stature, as 
far as I could judge, from having car- 








were a dark hazel, shaded by the long- 
est and finest lashes I ever beheld; her 
Mouth was small, hor nose aqueline, 
and her teeth ivory itself; in short, 


> 





| weary, would be frequently wishing to 


when we quitted the apartment, Maur- 
ice told me, he thought her the lovel- 
‘iest creature he had ever seen. 

«“ She has been the dupe of some art- 
ful villain!” saidhe, “I am certain ; 
and what a monster he must be, who 
could first ruin, and then forsake, such 
an angelic creature as that.” Though 
I concurred in the apothecary’s opin- 
ion, we both thought it prudent to defer 
our curiosity till the next day ; though q 
I determined to inquire of my friend | 
Peggy by what conveyance she came 
to the George. All I could learn from | 
that attentive female was, that the ob- 
ject of my solicitude had arrivedin a | 
return post-chaise, so ill and enfeebled, . 
that she was obliged immediately to go 
to bed; an indulgence which, bothland- 
lord and landlady had at first refused, in 
consequence of her having acknow- 
ledged that she had no money to pay 
for it; butthat, upon her giving them 
some trinkets, which were tied up in 
a little bundle of apparel, they had con- 
sented to her occupying that little bed 
in the closet; * from which, sir,” said 
the girl, “the poor creature would 
never have arisen, if God Almighty had 
not in mercy sent you to her aid.” 

Whilst Peggy was speaking, Mr. 
Maurice’s chaise drove to the George 
door, with aservant init, who informed 
his master he had been summoned to 
Sir Charles Desmond's, as his son and 
heir had been thrown from his curri- 
cle, and was not expected to live; 
“ Doctor Fowler, sir,’ said he, “ bas 
likewise been sent for, and you must 
not lose a momeut.” 

(To be continued.) 
——_—_—_—_—_—_—— 
A SERIOUS TRUTH. 

A labourer’s daughter, who had been 
in service from her childhood, when 

















be married, that, as she emphatically 
termed it, she might rest her bones. 
Hymen at last listened to her prayers, 
and a neighbouring clodhopper led her 
to the altar, nothing loath. Sometime 
afterwards her late mistress meeting 
her, asked her, “ Well, Mary, have you 
rested your bones yet ?”—* Yes,indeed,” 
she replied with asigh, “ J have rested 





my jaw-bones.” 


‘* 
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CHARAC(ER OF BONAPARTE; 


Concluded from our last. 
bi CRrADLED in the camp, be wasto the 
| =—s- Fast hour, the darling of the army. Of 
' ali bis soldiers, not anc forsook him, 
i till affection was uscless, and their first 
| stipulation was the safety of their favor- 
\ ite. They knew weil that if he was 
lavish of them, be was prodigal of him- 
self; and that if he exposed them to 
) peril he repaid them with plunder. For 
} the soldier he subsidized every people ; 
to the people he made even pride pay 
) tribute. | 
* The victorious veteran glittered with 
his gains ; and the capitol, gorgeous 
with the spoils of art, became the min- 
jature metropolis of the universe.—In 
this wonderful combination, bis affecta- 
tion of literature must not be omitted. 
The gacler, of the press, he affected 
the patronage of letters; the proscri 
ber of books, he encourayed philosophy; 
the persecutor of authors, and the mur- 
deret of printers, he yet pretended to 
' the protection of learning ; the assassin 
of Palm ; the silencer of De Stuel, and 
| the denou.cer of Kotzebue ; he was the 
friend of David ; the benefactor of De- 
> Lille; and sent his academical prize 
| to the philosopher of England. ¢ 
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Such a medley of contradictions, and 
at the same time, such an individual in- 
) consistency, were never united in the 
same characier. A royalist, a republi- 
-) can, and an emperor: a mahometan, a 
{ catholic, and a patron of the syna soene ; 
w asubaltern and a sovereign; a traitor 
and a tyrant, a christian and an infidel; 
she was, through al! his vicissitudes. the 
. game stern, impatient, inflexible, ori- 
ginal ; the sane mysterious. incompre- 
hensible self; ihe man without a model, 
and without a shadow. 

His fall, like his life, baffled all spec- 
ulation. Ia short his whole history was 
like a dream of the world, and no man 
can tell how or why he was awakened 
from the reverie. Such is a faint and! 
| eeble picture of Napoleon Bonaparte, 
) the first (aud it is hoped the last,) em-' 
| peror of the French. 
i That he has done wuch eyil, there is | 











F y ‘Vite doubt 5 that he has beon the origin | 


rity 


: 
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of much good, there is just as litle. 
Thro’ his means, intentional or not, 
Spain, Portugal, and France,have arisen 
to the blessings of a free constitution; 
superstition has found her grave in 
the ruins of the inquisition; and the 
federal system, with its whole train of 
satellites, has fled torever. Kings may 
learn from him that their safest study, 
as well as their noblest, is the interest 
of the people. The people are taught 
by him, that there is no despotism s0 
stupendous against which they have not 
a resource; and to those who would 
rise on the ruins of both, he is a living 
lesson that if ambition can raise them 
from the lowest station, it can prostrate 
them from the highest. 


* In his hypocritical cant after liberty, in the 
commencement of the revolution, he assumed 
the name of Brutus! Proh Prudor. 

¢ Sir Humphrey Dasy was transmitted the 
first prize of the academy of arts and scie 
ences. / 








ON THE LOSS OF AN AFFECTIONATE 
WIFE AND AN ONLY CHILD. 


In a letter to a friend. 


TueEre is anestling worm in every 
flower along the path of life, and, while 
we admire the spreading leaves and uns 
faldiag blossom, the traitor often cone 
sumes the root, and all the beauty falls. 
You must not be surprised that my let- 
ter opens with a serious reflection on 
‘he fleeting state of earthly pleasures, 
This, my frequent theme, will conuunue 
| believe, till my eyes are shut up in 
this world, and I repose on a bed of 
dust. The son of sorrow can teach us 
to tremble over every blesssing we en- 
joy. I have undergone one of the se- 
verest trials human nature can experi« 
ence—-I have seen a dear wife and only 
child, who were the delight of my eyes, 
the pride of my heart, s:ruggling in age 
onies of pain, while J poured over them 
my tears and prayers in vain. I saw 
them dying——dead—coffined !—! took 


{my last farewell—I followed them to 


the grave—I heard the bell call them 


Ito the silent vault, and am now no more 


a hyshand or a father !—Yet shall we 
existe-we shall sce one another apy 
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With what tender care was my dear | 
boy nursed! How often has he been | 
the pleasing burden of my arms! No! 
sooner was the flower opened, than it. 
was cut down —The sta no sooner | 
arose, than it was eclipsed My mind’ 
eageriy revolves every moment of past | 
joy—All my affections rush at once; 
like a torrent, and overwhelm me — 
Wherever | go 1 seem to hear them— 
turn tound, and luse them. 

What does this world present, but a 
long walk of ‘nisery aud desolation? Ia 
tears man is born—in agonies he dics! 
What fills up the interval £ Momentary | 
joy and lasting pains. Within, # war of | 
passions ; without, tumult and disorder 
reign. Fraud, oppression, riot, rapine, 
bloodshed, murder, fill up the tragic 
tale of every day; so that a wise man 
must often wish to have his curtain 
dropt, and the scene of vanity closed. 
My eyes often draw towards the grave. 
where all the contentions of this world 
cease and wherethe weary are at rest. | 
praise the dead who arealready dead— 
more than the living. who arc yet alive 

I will now call reason and religion 
tomy aid. Prayers and tears cannot 
restore them; and to God, who made 
us, we must submit. Perhaps they 
Were snatched in mercy from some im- 
pending woe. In life they might have 
been miserable, in death they must be 
happy. I will not think them dead—I 
will not consider them confined in the 
vault, or mouldering in the dust, but 
Tisen, clad with true glory and immor 
tality; gone to regions of eternal day, 
Where they will never know the loss 
of a husband or father—gone above the 
Teach of sorrow, vice, or pain. That 
litle hand, which was $o busy here, now 
holds a cherub’s harp—That voice of 
her I so delighted in, now warbles 
sweet symphonies to our universal Fa- 
ther.Lord.and King. —Those feet which 
Tanto welcome me from toil, and my 
arms received, while I held up, and 
for the blessing used to thank God, nuw 
Waverse the starry pavement of the 
heavens. The society of weak, impure, 


Shall I then grieve? Shall I drag 
‘them from the skies ? Wish them again 
‘in the vale of sorrow ? I would not in- 
terrupt their bliss—It is for myself I 
weep. that I am lett to drag on a miser- 
able existence. Who cau tell but they 
see and hear me? Perhaps even now 
‘hover over me, dictate to my heart, and 
| guide the hand that writes. 
| The consideration of the sorrows of 


; 


is our best support ——Dark are the 
, Ways of Providence, while we are wrap- 
|ped up in mortality; but convinced 
there is a God, we must hope and be- 
lieve that all is right. 

May ! descend into the grave (from 
whence I have lately bad a natrow es- 
cape*) in peace! May I meet my angel 
wife and boy at the gate of death, and 
may their hands conduct me to the pal- 
ace of eternity ; these are my fervent 
prayers. 


* The author having just recovered from a 
severe illness. — 


-——— oa 
For the New. York Weekly Museum, 


ON SCANDAL. 








How odious,how depravedly wicked 
must be that heart whom nothing but 
envy and jealousy prompts to traduce 
the reputation of a respectable neigh- 
bor? How full of the scum of every 
vile propensity must be the minds of 
those nasy scurrilous wretches who 
take such pleasure in circulating their 
filthy stories? Introducing therm with 
hypocritical cant, such as * My dear 
ma’am it pains me so very much te 
spcak ill of any one; especially of my 
neighbors: but perhaps it is not true; 
ah I hope so from the bottom of my 

eart, Indeed itis very cruel for peo- 
ple to talk so, and nothing but my great 
friendship for you, induces me to speak 
of it. Dear me, I really do not know 
how to begin or how to express myself 
on such a subject ; it is such a dirty tale, 
and I am so unaccustomed to speak ill 
of any one. I have so often heard that 





Unhappy mortals, is exchanged for that 

of powerful, pure, blessed spirits, and 

their brows now encircled with neyer- 
ng crowns 





should be careful how they make free 
with that of others,-least their’ own 
grould suger in return.” However such 


les who have a character to loose 





this life, and the glories of the next,’ 
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vile miscreants may endeavor,and what- 
ever their envenom’d malicious dispo- 
sitions may suggest to reduce a fairer 
character to a level with their own; 
however secure the base, servile deal 

ers in scandal may consider themselves, 
they do not always escape detection ; 
Shame ane confusion are the conse- 
quences of exposure, and how fuilen, 
how despicable, must be the feelings of 
the poor mean degrad:d wretches. And 
if they become sensible of the enormity 
of the crime of such premeditated in 

jury, how cruelly wil: remorse wring 
their vicious hearts ? Some whose com- 
Passion is greater thar their prudence, 
think that such paltry, spiteful unhappy 
creatures are obj cts of pity and silent 
contempt rather than resentment, and 
should only be shunned and despised 

Asd others, that it is a duty incumbent 
upon us, and that the peace and unity 
of families and the good fellowship of 
society, demands that a public exam- 
ple should be made of them whenever 
we have it in our power asa warning to 
Others. Humanity torbids me to hope 
that such cases will be very frequent. 
Should a female in whose heart we ex- 
pect to find the exercises oftenderness, 
delicacy,and humanity, so far forget the 
dignity of her character, as to render 
herself conspicuous inp this way, she 
gives sufficient reason for a conclusion, 
that she is totally void of that modest 
sensibility, so peculiarly interesting, as 
a real valuable, delicate, and beautiful 
ornament. 

P. P. 
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FISHING. 

We have seena recipe—how to cook 
@ dolfhin—which commences with— 
catch him first. The following is an 
illustration. 

One night last week, the Blackstone 
Company’s store in this town was brok- 
en open, and a valuable piece of ging- 
ham stolen. A few days after, it was 
discovered concealed under some boards 
ona wharf. Tuesday night last being 
very dark, the gingham was replaced, 
and a man set to watch ina_ store hard 
by, who fearing the game might escape 








attached a cord to the gingham, the 
other end of which he took with him 
into the store, and patiently waited the 
event. He had hardly seated himself 
ere he felt a middling ard very soon a 
full bite—when, rushing from his con- 
cealment, he succeeded in securing a 
full-grown villain, who, with an accome 
plice, were shortly after safely lodged 
in the jug. Providence fiaper, 





In a Providence paper, a blacksmith 
advertises a Vice, which had been sto- 
len from him —He must be a vicious 
thief that can stea! vices. 

ae @ aaa 

The word murmur read backwards 
repeatedly, names a liquor that some 
people are remarkably fond of, viz rum 
rum; and when this dear delightful bev- 
erage cannot be had, read it,forwards, 
and it will shew you what they will be 
very apt to do, viz. murmur. 

—_——e = ee 

The celebrated Witson dined with 
lady Jekyl, sister to Lord Somers, she 
asked him why God made woman out 
of man’s rib? Witson, after reflecting 
‘a moment, replied, indeed my lady I 
don’t know, except because the rib is 
the crookedest part of the body. 

ene SS ae 


COMPLIMENT TO THE YANKEES. 


We are informed by an officer Jately 
from the frontiers, that during a late 
bombardment of Fort Erie by the Brit- 
ish, a shell was discharged into the gat 
rison, charged with molasses! 

Portsmouth papi. 


ee 


PICTURE OF THi TIMES. 


_ IT cannot cease to be astonished in con- 
sidering in what manner the immense 
crowd of people, who throng a great 
city, provide forthemselves, They all 
eat something, and sleep somewhere; 
but God only knows how, or where ! 

EPICRAM,. 
“ On Tuesday next, (says Tom to Neds) 
I’ll dine with thee and take a bed.” 
You may believe bim, William cries, 
For where he dines he always ies. 
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Seat of he Wises. 


For the New-York Weekly Museum. 


More generous sorrow, while she sinks exalts; 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Young. 


I 100 was happy in my earliest days, — 

While nature led me through her simplest 
ways: d 

Then I would point the marble to its goal, 

Or, joyous, bid the whistling hoople roll ; 


On airy pinions raise my paper kite, 

And stand and gaze with exquisite delight , 
Yet my heart throb’d lest some mischievous boy 
‘Should cut the string and terminate my joy. 


Yes, giddy past along the stream of time, 
The years that aid this transitory rhyme, 
Till youth with graver years at length arose 
Toteach me joy with its attendant woes : 


Isought the paths of wisdom and her ways ; 
With Newton ply’d the philosophic maze ; 
Essay’d to trace the comet in its course, 
Resolve its orb by mathematic force ; 


Courted the muses in their silken bow’r, 
(Whom still I woo at evening’s silent hour) 
Ihsober thought consum’d the midnight oil, 
Such once my labour, sweet indeed the toil ! 
Acloud at length o’er spread my youthful days: 
My barp' was strung with willow and with 
bays : 
To grief 1 gave the sceptre of my heart, 
Tho’ oft suppress'd, not suffer’d to depart. 
She pensive pointed to the gates of peace, 
But they were barr’d till fleeting time should 
cease : 
Death kept the keys and none could pass the 
porch, 
Without his leave, assisted by his torch. 
To hope and fear, at length she lent the rein, 
And joy alternate light my path again ; 
"Twas for a moment grief’ return’d once more, 
And drew the reins severer than before ; 
Pour’d her full cup on my devoted heart, 
While hope and fear were suffer‘d to depart. 
y should.I wish her tye J reign to cease ! 
'strue she pains me, but she speaks me 
peace. ; 
on Sorrow ! kind chastiser of the heart, 
hy sting is sweet ! tho: piercing is thy dart ! 
SvuILENrRoc. 


THE BUTCHCIK. 


A Butcher, ask’d one day to tell, 

How geese in market, rose or fell, 
Replied, “ my knowledge is not deep, 
But such as you, I guess go cheap.” 








’ For the New-York Weekly Museum. 
REBUKE TO MEMORY. 


Ou! mem’ry why wilt thou my heart thus 
wring, 

And pierce me still with keen affliction‘s stingy 

Nor even quit me atthe midnight hour, 

But check kind sleep of its all-soothing pow’r. 


How oft iinaginary dreams portray, 

That long to be remember’d fatal Gay ; 

Alas! and I may say thai fatal hour: 

When round me did the clouds of misery low’r_ 


Oh! then the pangs that rent my youthful 
heart; ; 

The cruel thought of being forc’d to part, 

With one most dearly lov’d of woman kind : 

Whose soul was virtue—innocence her mind. 


The time is past, the hour of woe’s gone by, 

Yer stili will sorrow’s tear steal trom this eyes 

Time of the longest lapse can ne’er assuage,’ 

This breast which glows with love’s maternal 
rage. 

No, never on this earth whilst life remains, 

Not one can e’er suppress these plaintive 
strains : 

Thro’ fancy’s piercing eye how oft I view, 

Her well known visage wrapt in death’s dark 
hue ; 


Often while passing near that much lov‘d 
shade, * 

Or, o’er the very tomb of her Pve stray’d ; 

The thoughts of home then press’d upon my 
mind, 

it pictur’d scenes I ne’er again shall find ; 

How oft in wakefu! silence 1 bemoan, 

Departed pleasures never to return : 

Alas! and shall no fond maternal smile, 

My hours of sad tranquility beguile? — 

Are all my days of bliss forever fled, 

Are all my joys now number’d with the dead; 

And bland contentment turn‘d to nought but 
grief, 

Whilst _— these throbbing pulses find re- 
lief ? 


Ah! me, how chang“d this heart which once 
was blest, 

By every social tie this world possess‘d, 

My tender feelings feed a secret woe ; 

My mind once happy is no longer so : 


How oft I‘ve gaz‘d ; and musing watchd te 
see 

Amusement blended with festivity. 

Whilst I constrain’d, from feelings most acute 

To sigh, and check the tear and still be mute » 


Alas! ‘tis thought instinctive that scans o‘ers 
Her charms of animation now no more ; 
Oh ! dearest mother, still, still, in my sigh 
Appears your gentle precepts ever bright 
And I’ll retain them in my mind, a source 
Of consolation while iife runs its course. 


R. I. C. 
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WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 


The following letter from the Post-master 
at New-Orieans, dated the 17th of Dec. gives 
the latest account of the approaches of the 
enemy to that city. “‘The enemy’s vessels 
sbout sixty sail, are at Ship Island, in the bay 
of St. Louis. They approach the city by 
Lake Ponchartrain. Our naval force on that 
lake consisted of five gun-boats and one small 
echr. ; they were attacked by thirty-cight of 
the enemy’s barges, and were carried after a 
severe action of an hour and thirty minutes. 
The enemy's loss was great—thirteen of their | 
barges were sunk. They are now master’s 
of the lake. To oppose their march to the 
@ity, we have but two small forts ; one at the 
mouth of the bayon St.John. If they effect a 
Tanding, a battle must decide the fate of the 
city. All here have full confidence in gen. 
Jackson, and calculate on a favourable result 

Our present force is 400U regulars and mil- 
itia. To this we may add, by Sunday, 2000 
Tennessee troops under general Coffee. The 
ether force from Kentucky and Tennessee 
will not arrive in time. The fleet is the same 
that was in the Chesapeake, and is under 
admiral Cochrane. General Jackson has es- 
tablished the most perfect order and police. 
He is confident he can defend the place. The 
accounts of the enemy’s force are various. 
Our fate will be decided before you hear from 
me again.” 

The reported news last week of the des- 
truction of the Maidstone frigate by the Con- 
stitution, and the very pleasing rumor of peace 
from the capes of the Delaware, seem to have 
died away. 

The Majestic razee with the frigates Pomo- 
na and Endymion, with the Nimrod brig, are 
off Sandy-Hook, and it is said have lately ta- 
ken three vessels bound to the West-Indies, 
anda schr. from Virginia to New-Bedford, 
laden with flour, tobacco, &c 

The Dash privateer brig, has arrived at 
Portland from an 8 weeks cruise, having made 
prizes. The privateer is full of rum and 
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sugar. 
Biuptia 
MARRIED. 
By the rev. Mr. Barry, Mr. John Hathorn, 
to Miss Susan De Riemer, both of this city. 
By the rev. Mr Feltus, Mr. Lewis B. Reed, 
tf? Mrs. Mary Brower, both of this city. 
By the rev. Mr. Fenwick,yMr, John M‘Ken- 
my, of this city, to Mrs. Louisa Bright, of 
Brooklyn, L. L Ht 
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DIED. 


Mr. Isaac Labagh, an old and respectable 
inhabitant of this city, aged 81. 

Capt. James Dalton 

In the 91st year of his age, Mr. F. Valeau, 
an old and respectable citizen. 

After a lingering illness, Doctor John Rid-. 
dle, aged 45. 

Of a lingering illness, Mr. James H. Morr. 
son, in the 3uth year of his age. 

Mrs. G =ntle, wife of Mr. Andrew Gentle. 

In the 62d year of her age, Mrs. Elizabeth 
Duncan. 

Capt. James M‘Cullen, of the 4ist Regi. 
ment U.S. Army. 

Mr. David Fowler, an old inhabitant of thik- 
city, aged 51. 

Miss Suphia E. Hart, aged 20. 


Matthew Franklin, a distinguished minister 
in the Society of Friends,expired fast Monday: 
evening about half past seven. The circum- 
stance of his death are solemn and impressive. 
In usual health, he attended the meeting in 
Pearl-Street, to which he belonged, on the 
preceding morning, and after an interval of sil- 
ence he arose, and repeated the following em- 
phatic declaration of the apost. James; “ Pure 
religion, and undefiled before God and the 
Father is this, to visit the fatherless and wi- 
dows in their affliction. On this part of the 
text he enlarged very instructingly, illustrating 
the nature of the duties, to which the apostle 
alludes, and exhorted the audience to the ex- 
ercise of Christian benevolence, with much of 
that feeling and pathos, for which his dis- 
courses have laterly been remarkable. But 
oh! it was enough! While thus pleading,with 
a countenance suftitsed with earnestness and 
affection, the cause of the indigent and friend. 
less, a mandate from the councils oi eternal 
wisdom arrested him in the commencement of 
a sentence, and instantly closed his mental 
powers in utter oblivion to the woes and suf- 
ferings of his fellow creatures. He suddenly 
applied his hand 'o hie head, slowly took Ins 
seat, rose up ; and feebly, with the assistance 
of others, walked out : was conveyed home, 
and without uttering a sentence, fell into a 
state of apoplectic insensibility,in which helan 
guished, until released, without a straggle, 
from the las: tie of his mortal nature. 


The city inspector reports the death of 40 
persons, of whom 17 were men, 8 women, 9 
boys, and 6 girls, during the week ending 0? 
Saturday last. 
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